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1.  Peggy  Hyder:  What's  up,  Doc?  ...  2.  Pen  Self:  What's  Trumps?  .  .  . 
3,  Jane  Perry:  You  great,  big  ha-un-some  man!  ...  4.  Frances  Hahn: 
FIFTY  words,  mind  you  ...  5.  Maria  Correa:  Nooooo,  Chica  ...  6.  Terry 
Weaver:  Oh,  IVe  lost  my  music  ...  7.  Vivian  Jones:  I'm  a-gonna  get  me 
a  new  shorthand  pad  someday  ...  8.  Billie  Ingle:  Done  your  shorthand? 
.  .  .  9.  Mary  Reeves:  Hey,  honey  ...  10.  Helen  Hampton:  To  the  Elk's 
Club  dance! 


11.  Marjorie  Heitman:  What's  our  Religion  homework?  ...  12.  Mildred 
Felder:  Oh  dear!  ...  13.  Betty  Ann  Raymondo:  Oh,  what's  a  little 
fender?  ...  14.  Dot  Kilpatrick:  There's  a  draft  in  here  .  .  .  15.  Lolly 
McRary:  Call-falling,  mell-fee?  ...  16.  Mary  Wilson:  F\\  help  .  .  . 
17.  Jessie  Wooten:  Revj  Mother,  members  of  the  faculty  ...  18.  Joan 
Witt:  Umbriago!  ...  19.  Martha  Xidis:  Besame  Mucho,  la,  la  .  .  .  20.  Sally 
Davis:  You  don't  say  so!  .  .  .  21.  Florence  Craig:  I'm  NOT  blushing  .  .  . 
22.  Carolyn  Barker:  All  right.  EIGHT  spades!  .  .  .  23.  Geraldine  Carter: 
Gooda  by-by!  ...  24.  Barbara  Warren:  You  dear  girl!  ...  25.  Betty 
Hipps:  El  they,  Bertha. 
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"But  if  the  while  I  think  on  thee,  dear  friend, 
All  losses  are  restored  and  sorrows  end!' 


— William  Shakespeare 


Editors  IPmio 


9 


vie 


Through  the  world's  murky  haze,  one  star  is  shining:  The 
realization  that  all  knowledge  comes  from  the  one  true  Fountain 
of  Light.  You,  Saint  Genevieve's,  helped  us  onward  in  our  journey 
toward  that  Light  —  may  we  ever  continue  so,  in  fidelity  to  you 
and  to  the  best  that  is  in  us! 


Thus,  it  is  with  grateful  esteem  that  we  present  these  pages 
recalling  the  joy  and  happiness  our  hearts  have  found  here,  Echo 
of  the  Pines,  '45. 


With  the  hope  that,  in  this  small  way,  we  may  express  our  grati- 
tude for  her  guidance  toward  finer  scholastic  activities  and  a  more 
realistic  concept  of  ideal  womanhood,  we  dedicate  this  yearbook  to 


adon 


ministration 

Reverend  Mother  L.  Jannin,  M.  A  President 

Mother  M.  E.  Mason,  B.  A  Dean 

Mother  Ann  Zeleznik  Secretary 


^J~acultij 


Miss  M.  Opal  Brown  Librarian 

Miss  Mary  K.  Burleson,  B.  S  Home  Economics,  Physical  Education 

Miss  Edith  Feliu,  B.  A  Spanish 

Mrs.  Kathleen  Godwin,  M.  A  English,  Journalism 

Mother  L.  Jannin,  M.  A  French 

Mother  M.  E.  Mason,  B.  A  Religion,  Psychology,  Dramatics 

Mother  Noemi  Mouquet,  B.  A  French 

Mother  Ottilie  Art,  German 

Miss  Mary  Ellen  Schiff,  M.  A  Latin 

Miss  Jane  Uprichard,  M.  A  Social  Sciences 

Mrs.  Gregory  M.  Perky  Music 

Miss  Marcella  A.  Yarosheski,  B.  A  Mathematics,  Science 

Mother  Ann  Zeleznik  Secretarial  Studies 
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ipinomoms 

Jessie  Wooten,  President  Florence  Craig,  Vice-President 

Barbara  Warren,  Secretary  Gerry  Carter,  Treasurer 
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Frances  Hahn  Helen  Hampton 

Peggy  Hyder  Marjorie  Heitman 
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Billie  Ingle 
Dorothy  Kilpatrick 
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Mary  Janice  Reeves 
Terrell  Weaver 
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Mary  Wilson  Joan  Witt 

Martha  Xidis 


(11) 


Crash!  Wham!  Wahhhh !  Ho,  hum.  There  go  those  twins  again — 
waking  me  from  my  usual  two  hours  of  sleep.  Sometimes  I  almost  wish 
I  had  not  earned  my  silver  wings,  but  had  stayed  on  earth  like  a  bad  girl. 
This  job  of  being  the  recording  angel  isn't  what  it's  cracked  up  to  be. 
How  did  I  die?  Well,  you  remember  St.  Genie's,  girls — those  jokes  were 
killing  me!  Up  here,  my  days  are  anything  but  monotonous,  though  they 
always  begin  the  same  way,  as  the  twins  of  the  former  Billie  Ingle  scream 
their  Salute  to  Dawn.  I  look  down  on  Billie  in  her  cottage  and  wonder 
which  will  get  the  beating  today — Aloysius  or  Reginald. 

In  the  van  of  the  A.  M.  shift,  Peggy  Hyder,  with  the  jitters  left  over 
from  nocturnal  jitterbuggin',  dashes  down  Kenilworth  Road  to  the  Mica 
Plant.  But  wait — luck  is  with  Peggy;  and  so  is  Marjorie  Heitman's  huge 
freight  plane  which  stops  to  give  her  a  lift.  (I  pause  to  record  the  first 
good  deed  of  the  day.) 

Ho,  hum — still  sleepy.  What  would  be  more  welcome  than  a  song  from 
Vivacious  Vivian?  I  peep  between  two  cirrus  clouds  to  see  if  Vivian  is  at 
Pvadio  City  yet.  No!  No!  Not  this!  They  have  interrupted  Vivacious 
Vivian  to  bring  us  the  voice  of  Miss  Jane  Perry,  lecturing  on  her  ex- 
periences nursing  victims  of  pediculosis,  scabies,  and  halitosis. 

My  eye  wanders  to  the  next  studio,  where  I  see  the  star  of  stage,  screen, 
radio  and  television — Lolly  McRary,  now  writer,  director,  actress,  and 
sound-effectress  of  the  week-day  serial — the  life  and  loves  of  "Peg"  in 
Large  Ladies. 

Enchanting  though  this  lovely  actress  is,  I  must  go,  for  I  have  just 
remembered  the  luncheon  being  given  for  Asheville's  own  placid  author, 
Mrs.  Elmer  Koontz,  by  Miss  Mildred  Felder,  society  leader  of  1955.  In- 
cidentally, it  has  been  rumored  that  Miss  Felder  will  wear  her  latest  hat 
creation,  photographed  this  month  in  Senorita. 

"Class,  halt!"  In  the  street  outside,  there  is  a  brief  pause  for  younger- 
generation  aggregation  while  Miss  Jessie  Wooten,  martyr  to  a  third  grade, 
interrupts  a  class  drill  to  race  after  her  favorite  (?)  prodigy,  Elmer,  Jr. 

To  get  out  of  the  traffic  jam,  I'll  wing  it — for  a  change — and  reach  the 
roof  garden  of  Kiddledee  Dive.  That's  where  the  luncheon  is  to  be. 
Wheeeeee!    I'm  here. 

Look  who's  coming — the  owner  herself.  Of  all  people — Mary  Wilson! 
And  from  the  look  of  that  menu  she  has — well,  no  wonder  Mary  Janice 
Ladd  goes  to  Raymondo's  Reducing  Salon  every  afternoon. 

Goodness,  the  buzzing  reminds  one  of  the  old  "wreck"  room  at  St. 
Genie's.  Let's  eavesdrip  to  learn  what  all  the  excitement  is  about.  Shall  we? 

"Have  you  heard?" 

"Noooo!" 

"Maria  Correa  is  flying  up  from  South  America  this  evening  just  to 
attend  the  concert." 
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"You  don't  say  so!   Not  the  Maria  Correa — the  diplomat!" 
"That  it  is,  that  it  is." 

What  do  you  know!  To  think  that  St.  Genie's  has  an  alumna  who  is 
a  diplomat!  Which  reminds  me — I  bet  you  can  never  guess  who  is  playing 
for  Notre  Dame  now.  I'd  like  to  see  B.  W.  win  that  football  game.  Those 
cake  pills  she  discovered  really  did  wonders  for  her. 

On  second  thought,  I  won't  need  to  go,  because  here  comes  Dr.  Barker 
with  her  Televisor  (reg.  U.  S.  Pat.  Off.).    Let's  borrow  it  for  the  after- 
noon, shall  we?  Hmmm?? 
SIX  HOURS  LATER: 

"We  interrupt  this  broadcast  to  bring  you  a  special  transcription." 

The  face  of  Pen  Her  Self  appears. 

"Friends,  are  you  losing  your  glow?  Are  you  drab  from  sleepless 
nights  ?" 

A  VOICE  IN  THE  DISTANCE:  "No,  I'm  Koontz  from  Asheville— " 

"Drink  Self's  Liquid  Neon  so  that  you,  too,  can  shine  at  night!" 

S-l-o-w-l-y  I  turn  .  .  .  the  Televisor  knob.  I  can  stand  no  more.  Oh, 
for  a  nice  restful  concert.  Say,  that's  an  idea.  Who  is  pianist  at  Town 
Hall  tonight?   Two  flips  and  a  flop  of  my  wings,  and  I  am  there. 

Did  I  mention  a  restful  concert?  With  Terrell  Weaver  sitting  on  that 
bench?  Hmmmm.  It  seems  to  me  I've  heard  that  song  before.  Yes,  yes, 
I  have.  The  familiar  refrain  of  "Marie  once  possessed  a  small — medium 
sized  ruminant  quadruped  of  the  genus  ovis  highly  prized  for  its  flesh  and 
wool"  by  the  great  composer  Pasbul,  from  just  south  of  Moscow,  comes 
floating  through  the  air.  Of  course,  the  accompaniment  of  Miss  Weaver's 
ten  Pekinese  sprawling  on  the  piano  helps  a  lot. 

Apparently  the  union  of  music  and  canines,  her  two  great  loves,  proves 
too  much  for  the  sensibilities  of  Martha  Xidis,  the  renowned  kennel-keep- 
er, who  every  night  sings  a  lullaby  to  all  the  good  little  dogs  that  haven't 
bitten  anybody  for  twenty-four  hours.  As  Martha  swoons,  a  voice  in  the 
darkness  yells:  "Is  there  a  doctor  here?"  The  lights  are  switched  on  and 
Dr.  S.  Davis  makes  her  way  to  the  patient,  who  recovers  quickly. 

Meanwhile,  Miss  Weaver  has  continued  playing  and  is  striking  the 
last — and  I  might  add  "lost" — chord  of  the  melody.  There  is  a  burst  of 
applause,  either  because  Terry  has  finished  or  because  the  widow,  Mrs. 
Blythe  Pryon  Van  Johnson  (nee  Helen  Hampton),  heiress  of  millions,  is 
coming  down  the  aisle. 

I  could  learn  to  like  the  pianist;  I  think  the  fainting  was  fascinating; 
I  was  rather  pleased  to  see  the  widow;  but  NOW  the  chorus  appears,  and 
I  find  that  the  girl  third  from  the  end  is  Joan  Witt.  Air!  I  need  air! 
Need  air! 

Even  outside  the  hall  old  acquaintances  are  at  hand.  Farther  up  the 
street,  before  an  entranced  throng,  Frances  Hahn  is  delivering  a  political 
speech  as  she  runs  on  a  refurbished  Wilkie  platform.  Parked  nearby  is 
Dot  Kilpatrick's  double-decker  bus  illuminated  with  fluorescent  lights 
stating  in  bold  letters:  "PRESS" — As  if  we  didn't  know  that  she,  the 
editor-in-chief  of  the  Kross  Korn  Kronicle,  was  waiting  to  interview  our 
next  Vice-President. 

'Nuff  said.   And  now  To  Heaven! 
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\M*  Witt  OLt  £nl  Witt 

We,  the  Two  Dozen  of  1945,  with  the  characteristic  expansiveness  of 
our  four-and-twenty  generous  hearts,  and  with  our  collective  intelligent 
quotient  hovering — we  trust — as  far  above  two  thousand  as  it  probably 
ever  will — do  earnestly,  though  somewhat  metaphorically,  grasp  a  pen 
in  our  tremulous  hands,  and  hereby  make  the  following  general  and  par- 
ticular bequests: 

To  the  Sweet  Young  Things  for  whose  proper  development  we  have 
labored  with  painstaking  and  sisterly  care — to-wit,  the  Class  of  1946 — we 
give:  our  sincere  congratulations  that  they  will  be  allowed  to  take  our 
places  as  Sophomores;  our  earnest  wish  that  they  may  spend  the  coming 
year  together  in  such  unbroken  peace  and  amity  that  the  only  skirmishes 
will  be  endeavors  to  be  the  first  to  straighten  up  the  recreation  room;  and 
our  permission  to  have  first  choice  at  the  caps  and  gowns. 

First:  I,  Carolyn  Barker,  leave  to  Betty  Brown  my  interest  in  litera- 
ture and  my  little  pillow  to  make  her  sleep  more  restful  after  the  Sopho- 
more English  class;  to  Monk  Pegram  I  will  my  clear  nail  polish  for  use 
during  her  nursing  career. 

Second:  I,  Gerry  Carter,  bequeath  to  Mildred  Angelo  my  manner  of 
speech  so  that  she  can  help  Mother  Zeleznik  dictate  next  year;  and  to 
Peggy  Lynn  Brown  my  old  loafers  that  kick  off  so  easily. 

Third:  I,  Maria  Correa,  though  poor  as  Saint  Francis,  will  to  Kitty 
Young  a  large  stone  in  the  hope  that  its  mineral  content  will  be  a  valuable 
contribution  to  the  Class  Treasury  of  '46;  and  to  Sidney  Landrau  my 
enjoyment  of  the  Philharmonic,  so  that  next  year  she  may  take  my  place 
in  the  "rec"  room  every  Sunday  afternoon. 

Fourth:  I,  Florence  Craig,  will  my  Marine  pin  to  Mev  Volkman  to 
add  to  her  collection;  and  to  Orestila  Diaz  I  leave  my  blushability,  which 
she  might  want  when  she  is  the  first  on  the  dance  floor. 

Fifth:  I,  Sally  Davis,  bequeath  to  Ellen  Hurley  my  athletic  ability  so 
that  the  Sophomores  will  win  the  basketball  games  next  year;  and  to 
Mary  Rose  Todd,  a  couple  of  inches  to  add  to  her  stature. 

Sixth:  I,  Mildred  Felder,  will  to  Jeanne  Outlaw  my  love  of  Kelly 
green;  and  also  my  favorite  headband,  which  she  has  admired. 

Seventh:  I,  Frances  Hahn,  leave  to  Betty  Curtis  a  greater  love  of  art; 
and  to  Frances  Felthaus  the  secret  of  success  in  shorthand — a  pencil. 

Eighth:  I,  Helen  Hampton,  will  to  Julia  Ann  Armstrong  my  beloved 
deck  of  cards,  in  the  hope  that  bridge  will  bring  her  many  happy  hours; 
in  addition,  I  bestow  upon  her  full  permission  to  blow  up  the  chemistry  lab 
as  an  outlet  for  her  overwrought  emotions. 

Ninth:    I,  Marjorie  Heitman,  leave  to  Barbara  McCormick  a  well- 
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worn  paint  brush,  and  to  Elise  Rhyne  my  ability  to  enter  a  class  a  "tad" 
late  without  being  noticed  too  much. 

Tenth:  I,  Peggy  Hyder,  bequeath  to  Peggy  Weddle  the  right  to 
change  her  first  name,  and  a  half  interest  in  my  Mica  Mine. 

Eleventh:  I,  Billie  Ingle,  leave  to  Cameron  Meehan  my  long  finger- 
nails (when  I  get  them),  as  well  as  my  interest  in  the  Navy. 

Twelfth:  I,  Vivian  Jones,  will  to  Lorraine  Martel  my  ability  to  out- 
swim  all  sailors,  and  my  life-boat. 

Thirteenth:  I,  Dorothy  Kilpatrick,  bequeath  to  Judy  Doyle  my  type- 
writer eraser  and  my  cosmopolitan  diction. 

Fourteenth:  I,  Lolly  McRary,  will  to  Marilyn  Magee  my  acting 
ability,  such  as  it  is;  and  to  June  Parham  a  souvenir  of  my  visits  to  Chapel 
Hill. 

Fifteenth:  I,  Jane  Perry,  leave  to  Bobbie  Simmons  my  place  at  the 
Lounge  so  that  my  memory  will  be  with  all  the  "sweet  little  things";  and  to 
Ruth  Heller,  loads  of  cigarettes  to  calm  her  nerves  after  psychology  class. 

Sixteenth:  I,  Mary  Janice  Reeves,  will  to  Sarah  Clement  my  old 
English  "lit"  books  and  plenty  of  time  in  which  to  study  them. 

Seventeenth:  I,  Betty  Ann  Raymondo.  leave  to  Josefina  Guzman  my 
domestic  ability  and  my  much  used  foods  lab  notebook. 

Eighteenth:  I,  Penelope  Self,  will  to  Betty  Sumner  "Rhapsody  in 
Blue,"  and  to  Anne  Hartshorne  my  dependable  promptness. 

Nineteenth:  I,  Barbara  Warren,  bequeath  to  Malinda  Sigmon  the 
key  to  the  drink  room  so  that  she  will  not  have  to  be  concerned  over  "Who 
has  the  drink  room  key?"!  And  to  Pilar  Pereira  I  leave  my  place  in  Ger- 
man class  in  case  she  plans  to  add  German  to  her  list  of  languages. 

Twentieth:  I,  Terrell  Weaver,  leave  to  Mary  Margaret  Berry  my  yel- 
low ribbon  for  "rainy-day  hair";  and  to  Agnes  Kuehl  my  love  for  jazz. 

Twenty-first:  I,  Mary  Wilson,  bequeath  to  Mary  Jean  Pinkston  my 
ability  to  keep  my  sewing  clean;  and  some  blueing  in  case  Miss  Burleson 
is  not  entirely  pleased  with  the  appearance  of  the  finished  product. 

Twenty-second:  I,  Joan  Witt,  leave  to  Betty  Lou  Bass  all  my  "male" 
and  "mail"  admirers,  and  my  favorite  pin-up  picture. 

Twenty-third:  I,  Jessie  Wooten,  bequeath  to  Anne  Barrosse  my  re- 
markable penmanship,  and  to  Betty  Ann  Clem  my  ability  to  "look  down 
on  people." 

Twenty-fourth:  I,  Martha  Xidis,  will  to  Dorothy  Ritchie  my  career 
as  a  dancer,  and  a  record  to  start  her  off. 

In  Witness  Whereof,  we  Hancockily  indite  our  signature  hereunto,  on 
this  last  day  of  March,  1945. 

THE  SOPHOMORE  CLASS 

By  M.  T.  SPACE 
Notorious  Public 
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President 


Sarah  Clement 
Vice-President 
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Secretary 


Kathryn  Young 
Treasurer 
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Anne  Barrosse 
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On 

Time  is  that  incomparable  thing 
that  Americans  do  not  have  enough 
of  and,  if  they  did,  wouldn't  know 
what  to  do  with.  It  is  also  that 
which  procrastination  is  the  thief  of. 
I  am  agitated  over  this  subject.  You 
don't  understand?    Welllll  .  .  . 

What  is  the  first  word  I  hear  in 
the  morning?  "Time  to  get  up, 
dear."  I  glance  at  the  clock  to  see 
what  time  it  is,  only  to  discover  that 
it  (the  time)  has  slipped  up  on  me 
and  that  I  must  make  haste  if  I  am 
to  get  to  breakfast  on  time.  And 
if  I  don't  get  there?  My  mother 
glances  at  the  wall-clock  and  dryly 
mutters,  "The  time." 

My  little  brother  refuses  any  re- 
quests with,  "I  don't  have  time.  I 
am  going  to  carry  Matilda's  books 
to  school  this  morning  and  I  want  to 
get  there  before  Jimmy  Whitlock 
beats  my  time."  Also,  Dad  stares 
at  his  wrist,  slams  down  the  morn- 
ing paper,  bellows,  "THE  TIME!" 
and  runs  out  the  front  door  to  catch 
his  bus  to  the  war  factory  (at  which 
time  he  punches  the  time-clock). 

Time  flies  at  school.  Every  time 
I'm  late,  my  teacher's  eyebrow  rises 
up  and  says,  "A  fine  time  to  be  com- 
ing to  class."  What  is  a  little  time? 
This  is  what  I'm  telling  you! 

As  I  seek  solace  in  the  library, 
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the  magazine  rack  screams — TIME 
MAGAZINE !  I  have  to  type  "Now 
is  the  time  for  all  good  men  to  come 
to  the  aid  of  their  ..."  Oh  no!  I 
just  can't  do  it.  I  hardly  know 
what  I'm  doing.  At  lunch  I  hear 
the  radio:  "When  you  hear  the  sig- 
nal, the  ti-um  will  be  ...  "  Click! 
In  my  music  class,  the  teacher 
screams,  "You're  singing  out  of 
TIME."  At  play  rehearsal,  Lady 
Macbeth  announces,  "'Tis  time  to 
do't."  The  newsboy  yells,  "Even- 
ing paper  .  .  .  Asheville  Times!" 

Now  do  you  see  what  I  mean? 
Seems  to  me  that  if  they  would  just 
forget  the  whole  thing,  they  would 
be  better  off. 

If  I  could  only  find  an  escape  in 
some  lovely  music;  but  I  dial  to 
WISE,  and  out  comes  Rudy  Vallee 
with  ;'Your  TIME  is  my  TIME." 
That  is  the  final  blow!  I  can't  seem 
to  get  away  from  that  word  any- 
where. I  think  the  best  thing  for 
me  to  do  would  be  to  go  sit  on  a 
ticking  time-bomb  .  .  .  uh  oh !  I 
said  it  again. 

You  see  how  it  is,  don't  you?  I 
would  get  drastic  and  write  an  essay 
about  it — only — well,  you  see,  I 
really  don't  have  time! 

— F*eggy  Hyder 


The  sea  was  an  ink  bottle; 
The  sun  was  the  pen. 
The  day  was  a  story 
To  be  written  again. 

— Gerry  Carter 
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'Neath  blossom-laden  branches 
we  slowly  wander.  Under  dusk- 
filled  skies,  we  move.  Hand  in 
hand;  eyes  lifted;  fingers  clinging; 
in  the  thrill  of  life  on  this  eve  of 
springtime,  we  come.  Alone,  we 
breathe  the  sweet,  darkening  air 
that  stirs  in  gentle  welcome  among 
the  branches,  and  drifts  caressing 
petals  down  upon  us,  as  we  move. 

Under  the  thick  bouquet  of  trees, 
we  stop.  Together  we  watch  night's 
glimmering  arrival,  until  the  last 
pink  blossom  deepens  to  a  dream  of 
silhouettes.  Our  hands  drop  apart; 
and  in  the  darkness  your  fingers 
touch  my  cheek. 

As  I  return,  I  am  alone.  Some- 
where in  the  black  stillness  above, 
your  lips  are  tender  in  a  smile.  For 
one  brief  moment,  one  solitary  hour, 
you  descended  to  me  from  some  far- 
off  shore;  and  though  we  spoke  no 
word,  your  kiss  has  told  me  you  are 
safe.  I  am  at  peace,  and  unafraid  .  .  . 

My  Love  is  watching  ...  - 

— Dorothy  Louise  Kilpatrick 


Sure 


Keverie 

The  days  we  spent  in  calm  serenity 
Were  wondrous  days;  fair  is  my 
memory 

Of  their  loveliness.  I  scarce  could 
say 

Which,   of   those   times,   was  our 

sweetest  day. 
The  nights  we  sat  in  moonlight 'j 

tempting  glow 
W ere  wondrous  nights.  There's  yet 

a  breeze  to  blow 
That  e'er  can  match  the  cool  per- 
fumed breath 
Which    wandered    straight    to  us 

across  the  heath. 
Was  that  strange,  sweet  perfume 

from  it,  or  you? 
I  was  inclined  to  think  the  latter 

true  .  .  . 

The  days  zee  spent  in  calm  serenity 
Were  wondrous  days,  fair  in  my 
memory  ; 

And  of  the  nights  since  our  dear 

love  s  begun   

/  scarce  can  say   which  was  the 

sweetest  one  .  .  . 

— Dorothy  L.  Kilpatrick 


The  flowers  bloomed  a  poem — 
A  poem  in  exultation 
Of  the  One  Who  had  designed 
Their  pattern. 

— Mary  Elizabeth  V  oik  man 
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l/^aitdezvouis   wltk  niadar 


It  was  that  horrible,  gloomy 
night,  the  night  I  learned  of  your 
accident.  I  was  sitting  on  this  very 
window  seat,  when  Aunt  Teresa 
brought  the  news  that  was  later  to 
make  me  feel  this  appalling  hate. 
Then  she  tried  to  comfort  me  in  her 
small,  cheap  way.  I  said  nothing, 
and  finally  she  left  me  alone. 

I  remember  so  well  the  steady 
drip  of  the  rain  on  the  tin  roof  of  the 
house.  With  each  thud  of  the  drops, 
the  hurt  in  my  heart  became  more 
acute.  I  endured  it  as  long  as  I 
could,  then  walked  out  onto  the  ter- 
race. Leaning  against  a  pillar  near 
the  steps  going  into  the  garden,  I 
cried,  for  how  long  I  do  not  know; 
but  I  remember  turning  my  face 
toward  the  sky,  letting  the  rain 
come  down  in  torrents  on  cheeks 
already  wet  with  tears. 

Some  time  later  I  came  back  to 
this  window  seat,  and  gazed  into 
the  darkness.  My  misery  was  so 
intense  I  wanted  to  scream  into  the 
eerie  silence;  and  when  I  stopped 
screaming,  the  silence  of  the  room 
seemed  ludicrous  by  contrast — so  I 
laughed,  harder  and  harder,  until 
the  laughter  itself  became  a  sobbing 
and  a  source  of  pain. 

I  do  not  remember  being  taken 
to  the  hospital,  but  when  daylight 
came,  I  was  lying  there,  almost 
content;  then  Aunt  Teresa  arrived 
to  pity  me.  I  heard  a  calm,  steady 
voice  telling  her  to  get  out.  It  was 
my  voice  I  heard.  I  could  not  un- 
derstand how  I  had  so  much  cour- 
age then.  But  she  did  not  leave; 
and  she  kept  coming  with  a  doctor 
during  the  days  that  followed.  They 
never  seemed  to  know  I  wanted  to 
be  alone.  One  day  a  nurse  placed 
a  pitcher  on  my  bed  table.  When 
the  doctor  and  Aunt  Teresa  came, 


I  threw  the  water  into  their  ugly 
faces.  I  got  out  of  bed  to  follow 
them,  but  the  door  was  locked.  I 
did  not  know  then  why  they  had 
locked  the  door,  but  I  found  out 
two  days  later,  when  a  nurse  was 
straightening  the  bed  covers.  As 
she  pulled  at  the  linen  I  saw  the 
words  stamped  on  the  corner  of  a 
sheet:  "Property  of  Riverside  Asy- 
lum." I  asked  the  nurse  why  I 
was  there,  and  when  she  did  not 
answer  me,  I  pulled  her  hair  until 
she  screamed.  Two  men  came  in 
and  held  me  down  even  though  I 
bit  their  hands.  That  is  how  I 
knew  that  they  thought  I  was  in- 
sane. 

After  that  I  threw  so  many  things 
at  Aunt  Teresa  when  she  came,  that 
she  did  not  come  any  more.  And 
they  took  away  all  the  things  I 
might  have  thrown. 

Tonight  the  nurse  came  to  stick 
a  needle  in  my  arm,  but  I  got  it 
from  her,  and  stuck  her  with  it.  She 
must  have  fainted.  That's  how  I 
got  away  from  the  hospital — in  her 
clothes. 

There  is  no  one  in  the  house  ex- 
cept the  two  of  us,  Mallary.  You 
don't  think  that  I  know  you  are 
here,  but  I  do.  And  I  am  coming 
over  to  that  dark  corner  where  you 
are  standing,  and  I  shall  kill  you 
again.  Then  we  can  die  together. 
You  drove  me  mad,  and  I  hate  you 
now.  They  won't  let  me  throw 
things  any  more — so  I'll  take  this 
letter  knife,  and — Mallary,  where 
are  you?  You  were  here  a  moment 
ago.  Mallary!  Mallary!  Don't 
make  me  scream,  it  hurts  my  throat. 
All  right  then,  I  shall  die  first.  Then 
you  will  want  to  die  too.  See,  Mal- 
lary, like  this — see — Mai — oh  .  .  . 
see  ....  — Lolly  McRary 
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Serenade   to   the    J^/idt  dhristmas  jf^t 


Listening  to  the  raindrops  on  my 
window; 

Looking  through  the  thickness  of 
the  mist, 

Seems  as  though  I  feel  a  certain 
message. 

Help  me  find  the  answer,  I  insist. 
MIST! 

Tell  me:  Am  I  being  missed? 
Tell  me:  Is  he  being  kissed? 
Or  is  he  true  to  me? 

RAIN! 

Tell  me:  Does  he  feel  the  pain? 

Is  he  walking  down  the  lane 

Of  our  old  memory? 

There — in  the  distant  sky, 

Through  the  mist  I  spy 

A  star  that  says,  "You  are 

Always  with  me!' 

MIST! 

Tell  him  that  he's  being  missed; 
Tell  him  that  he's  being  kissed — 
My  thoughts  are  with  him  night  and 


-our  love  has 


And  the  mist  is  gone- 
found  its  way! 


rauer 


Dear  God,  I  don't  want  much  this 
year, 

I'm  asking  just  one  thing: 

You  see,  my  brother's  of  at  war: 

Will  he  be  back  by  spring? 

He  won't  be  here  to  trim  the  tree, 

Or  help  set  up  my  toys. 

He'll  miss  the  turkey  and  the  fun, 

Like  other  soldier  boys. 

I  hope  this  Christmas  is  the  last 

He'll  have  to  be  away. 

Please  keep  him  safe,  bring  him 

home  soon, 
And  bless  him,  God,  today. 

— Marilyn  Ma  gee 


-Peggy  Hyder 


When  robins  make  their  homeward 

flight  and  seek 
The  sun  which  sheds  its  warmth  in 

rays  of  gold — 
Arbutus  buds  peep  from  beneath 

the  leaves, 
And  azure  skies  are  flecked  with 

white — /  know 
That  spring  has  come  again  with  all 

its  charm. 

— Florence  Craiz 


You  stole  into  my  house,  you  thief, 
And  robbed  me  of  my  wealth. 
Not  silver,  gold,  or  precious  stone  .  .  . 
To  you  they  were  not  pelf. 
You  crept  into  my  inner  self, 
You  robbed  me  of  my  grief ; 
Brought  job   and  hope  and  love 
anew — 

You  stole  my  heart,  you  thief  .  .  . 

— Helen  Hampton 
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1.  Cootchie.-coo!  2.  A  pefe  and  a  peach.  3.  Apple,  Honey?  4.  Flash!  Carter's  speechless.  5.  The 
padre.  6.  Secretarial  training.  7.  Stumped.  8.  One,  two,  three  .  .  .hike!  9.  Good  investment. 
10.  Problem:  Where's  Teacher?    11.  Good  Neighbors.    12.  White  pines. 
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Js   We  JiU  Jt 

Wasn't  that  a  short  vacation,  even  if  we  did  have  an  extra  week:  Class 
of  '45  seems  still  alive;  class  of  '46,  cute  little  tricks  .  .  .  Bartering  via 
Jessie  for  secondhand  books  .  .  .  meeting  Saint  Martha's;  also  a  new 
cooler,  which  occasionally  has  some  sort  of  ice-making  tantrum  .  .  .  Good 
Neighbors  come  from  the  South — and  we  have  no  objections!  .  .  .  Rat 
Court,  with  Judge  Hyder  on  the  bench,  and  with  Eleanor  R.  and  the 
Brow  among  those  on  the  stand  .  .  .  "Dress  for  gym!"  "Who's  he?"  .  .  . 
Anne  Carroll  Moore  and  Father  Talbot  visit  us  on  the  same  day;  why 
can't  we  spend  more  Mondays  in  the  auditorium  instead  of  in  the  class- 
room? .  .  .  Spivey  hike  with  Mother  Ottilie  .  .  .  Aunt  March  and  her  seven 
little  nieces  .  .  .  Father  Meany,  our  favorite  visiting  Chaplain  .  .  .  Dates 
at  Dot's  .  .  .  Reverend  Mother,  our  late  French  teacher  .  .  .  Kenilworth 
Moore  Laurentine  Naval  General  Hospital  Convalescent  Canteen  .  .  . 
"Gregg  rhymes  with  egg,  and  my  shorthand  surely  looks  scrambled" 
.  .  .  Christmas  Party  with  two  Reverend  Mothers,  and  doubles  for  the  rest 
of  the  faculty.  Costume  jewelry  on  the  arbre  de  Noel  .  .  .  Ping!  We 
Warrened  you  who'd  win!  Pong!  T'gkoingg!  or  is  it  D'goinggg!?  .  .  . 
Billie  and  the  comic  slip  .  .  .  Sun  porch  sunnier  .  .  .  Coca-Cola  always  in 
the  cooler  room — on  the  calendar  .  .  .  Periodical  complaint:  Who  has  the 
Time  of  her  Life?  .  .  .  Mrs.  Godwin  and  the  clock — nix  on  ticks  .  .  .  Staff 
always  on  the  brink  of  a  meeting  .  .  .  Martha  and  the  ravenous  canine  .  .  . 
Conclusion  to  any  series  of  announcements:  "Pay  your  dues!"  .  .  .  B.  W. 
is  in  Deutsch  again  .  .  .  Anybody  seen  the  can  opener?  .  .  .  What  does 
justify  the  means?  .  .  .  Very  little  rationing  observable  on  the  Peroxide 
Front  .  .  .  "Wabbit  Twax!"  .  .  .  Pen  get  ten  per  cent  in  lab  .  .  .  Gerry's 
interest  this  year  in  other  people's  pin-ups  .  .  .  Firecrackers  at  Lee 
Edward's  .  .  .  Green  eyes  when  the  phone  is  for  Henri  .  .  .  Get  the  most 
ads  and  subtract  the  expense  of  supper  .  .  .  The  chemistry  class's  Misty 
is  a  fetching  etching  .  .  .  Who's  left-handed?  Ask  Joan!  .  .  .  Reticulata 
Lechmere-Guppy  is  no  more;  shall  we  try  an  autopsy  on  Lebistes?  .  .  . 
"And  no  matter  what  happens,  keep  singing!"  .  .  .  Chlorine  Warren  and 
Fluorine  Craig — never  a  Borine  moment!  .  .  .  To  judge  by  the  number 
of  faculty  cakes,  you  can  have  more  than  one  birthday  this  year  .  .  . 
When  will  we  have  a  new  Bishop?  .  .  .  Faculty  panel  discussion  on  contests, 
and  our  impressions:  The  Norms  of  Socialistic  Trends  in  Prolonging  the 
Life  of  Racine,  a  Modern  Saint  Six  Hours  Daily  in  an  Average  Home  .  .  . 
Cac  campaigns  for  the  Red  Cross  .  .  .  Sweets  to  the  sweet!  Miss  Feliu 
wins  the  Saint  Joseph's  Day  chocolates  .  .  .  White  Iris  is  a  blooming 
success,  but  wilts  quickly  in  the  Chimney  Corner  .  .  .  Paschal  Picnic  at 
Mary's  .  .  .  Chapel  Hill — ah!  .  .  .  Fitzroy  Davis  .  .  .  Workers  on  the  Echo: 
"Ahth!  Hello!  A4ac  the  beth  of  it  if  Julia  sees  her!"  More  puns  than 
you  can  shake  a  speare  at  .  .  .  What's  all  that  racket?  Must  be  the  Tennis 
Tournament  .  .  .  The  Banquet  .  .  .  Open  House  .  .  .  "Whe?i  will  we  get 
the  annual?"  .  .  .  After  so  many  days  of  class,  we  enjoy  Class  Day  .  .  . 
Tests,  and  Commencement  rehearsals  .  .  .  Listen  to  "Pomp  and  Circum- 
stance," Frances!  .  .  .  Thank  you,  Father  Abbot,  thank  you  .  .  .  thank 
you  .  .  .  thank  you  .  .  . 
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The  Athletic  Club  of  Saint  Genevieve-of-the-Pines  was  organized  for 
the  benefit  of  those  girls  desiring  to  participate  in  intramural  sports,  and 
for  the  purpose  of  cultivating  a  wider  interest  in  athletics. 

Besides  having  regular  meetings  each  week,  the  club  sponsored  tennis, 
ping  pong,  and  basketball  tournaments. 

Miss  Mary  Kathryn  Burleson  is  Faculty  Advisor  for  the  group,  and 
the  officers  are:  Barbara  Warren,  President;  Gerry  Carter,  Vice-President; 
Florence  Craig,  Secretary;  Sally  Davis,  Treasurer. 
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^Jke  Cjlee  C^tvi 

To  appreciate  the  value  of  music  in  our  world,  and  to  express  and 
convey  its  happiness  to  others,  was  the  goal  of  the  Glee  Club  this  year. 
Its  activities  included  several  campus  programs,  alone  and  in  conjunction 
with  the  Drama  Department.  There  was  also  a  St.  Patrick's  Day  appear- 
ance at  the  Laurentine  Canteen.  In  February,  the  Club  sent  a  quartet  to 
represent  the  school  at  a  meeting  of  the  Asheville  Music  Club,  and  as 
the  climax  of  the  year's  work,  the  members  participated  in  the  graduation 
exercises. 


The  Club  worked  under  the  direction  of  Mrs.  Gregory  M.  Perky  with 
Terrell  Weaver  as  Student  Director  and  Elise  Rhyne  as  Accompanist. 
Miss  Marcella  Yarosheski  is  the  Faculty  Advisor  for  the  organization, 
and  Peggy  Hyder  is  President.  Other  officers  are:  Barbara  McCormick, 
Vice-President;  Florence  Craig,  Secretary;  Frances  Hahn,  Treasurer;  and 
Martha  Xidis,  Librarian. 


Realizing  that  contacts  between  North  and  South  America  are  ever 
increasing,  we  organized  "La  Asociacion  de  Damitas  de  Santa  Genoveva" 
this  year.  Several  programs  and  parties  emphasizing  Latin  American 
customs  and  traditions  were  given  during  the  course  of  the  two  semesters. 

Honorary  members  include  senoritas  from  Cuba,  Ecuador,  Honduras, 
and  Puerto  Rico.  Senorita  Edith  Feliu  is  the  Faculty  Advisor.  Jessie 
Wooten  is  President;  Martha  Xidis  is  Secretary. 
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Tonight,  our  Commencement  night,  is  bringing  us  a  little  closer  to  a 
world  torn  by  turmoil  and  strife.  Each  of  us  graduates  will  walk  hence- 
forth on  a  different  path  through  life;  we  who  have  been  together,  separate 
now.  But  we  shall  still  have  one  work  in  common:  all  must  share  in  the 
great  task  of  rebuilding  a  better  world  when  peace  shall  ccme  to  us  again. 
Men  and  women  weary  of  war,  will  look  to  us  for  the  help  of  our  moral 
strength  and  our  vision  in  the  work  of  achieving  just  and  lasting  peace. 

Our  years  of  study  while  other  Americans  fought  and  suffered  and  died, 
have  not  been  idle  years:  from  what  we  have  learned  we  shall  make  our 
contribution  to  the  future  peace  which  alone  can  be  a  successful  conclusion 
to  the  conflict,  so  that  our  honored  dead  may  not  have  died  in  vain.  What 
have  we  learned  here:  To  cherish  our  land,  where  freedom  and  democracy 
permit  every  man  to  worship  his  Creator  according  to  the  dictates  of  his 
own  conscience,  to  express  his  opinions  without  fear  of  death,  and  to  live 
as  an  individual,  not  a  mere  atom  merged  in  the  mass  that  is  society.  We 
realize  that  each  human  being  has  a  worth  far  too  great  for  measurement 
in  any  terms  of  material  goods.  We  perceive  the  danger  which  comes 
when  the  State,  instead  of  being  a  useful  instrument  to  man,  becomes  a 
conscienceless  tyrant  turning  upon  its  maker  to  destroy  him. 

While  exalting  the  greatness  of  every  human  being  as  such,  we  do  not 
forget  the  importance  of  society.  Man  is  a  social  creature,  and  his  very 
existence,  as  well  as  his  advancement,  depends  on  the  coordination  of 
human  efforts.  What  we  have  found  by  our  life  here  in  school,  what  our 
elders  have  found  and  put  into  practice  on  the  battle  front,  is  the  im- 
portance of  cooperating  with  others.  We  promise  that  we  shall  try  to  play 
our  part  in  life  well  by  our  willingness  to  work  with  other  world  citizens 
for  the  common  good.  We  shall  do  it  not  only  in  this  time  of  crisis  but 
in  the  blessed  days  of  peace. 

Such  cooperation  must  be  based  on  tolerance,  tolerance  springing  from 
the  vital  truths  of  Christianity.  Let  us  never  forget  that  its  Founder 
commanded  us  to  be  merciful  and  forgiving,  to  do  good  to  those  who  would 
consider  us  their  enemies,  and  to  love  all  our  fellow-men  as  our  brothers, 
sons  of  our  Heavenly  Father.  Religion  thus  practised  may  bring  about 
the  reign  of  the  Prince  of  Peace. 

Now  that  the  time  has  come  for  us  to  say  farewell  to  Saint  Genevieve's, 
we  are  not  going  away  empty-handed  or  unprepared.  Enriched  by  wise 
and  friendly  teaching,  laden  with  fond  memories  of  our  days  here,  we 
leave.  Deeply  appreciative  of  the  Christian  education  we  have  received, 
we  say,  "Thank  you,"  to  our  parents  for  providing  us  with  such  an 
opportunity;  and  to  our  teachers,  who  have  helped  prepare  us  for  the 
road  ahead,  stretching  even  into  eternity.  May  we  ever  be  true  daughters 
of  Saint  Genevieve's. 

— Jessie  Wooten 
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Sarah  Clement  42  Hollywood  Street 

Florence  Craig  50  Hanover  Street 

Betty  Curtis  Skyland,  N.  C. 

Sally  Davis  Rt.  1  Box  56,  Patton,  Pennsylvania 

Orestila  Diaz  Tegucigalpa,  D.  C,  Honduras,  C.  A. 

Mary  Genevieve  Doyle  159  Glenwood  Road,  Haddonfield,  N.  J. 

Mildred  Felder  57  Tacoma  Circle 

Frances  Felthaus  17  Mitchell  Avenue 

Josefina  Guzman  Cerro  1217,  Havana,  Cuba 

Frances  Hahn  23  White  Fawn  Drive 

Helen  Hampton  330  Hillside  Street 

Anne  Hartshorne  25  Sunset  Parkway- 
Ma  rjorie  Heitman  89  North  Liberty  Street 

Ruth  Heller  78  Maney  Avenue 

Ellen  Hurley  Crestwood  Road,  Knoxville,  Tennessee 

Margaret  Hyder  22  Kenilworth  Road 

Helen  Ingle  1065  Haywood  Road 

Vivian  Jones  47  Hillside  Street 

Dorothy  L.  Kilpatrick  39  Maywood  Road,  Kimberly  Heights 

Agnes  Kuehl  26  Arborvale  Road 

Sydney  Landrau  Jose  Julian  Acosta  Street,  San  German,  Puerto  Rico 

Jo  Ann  Lipinsky  340  Kimberly  Avenue 

Marilyn  Magee  4503  Leland  Street,  Chevy  Chase,  Maryland 

Lorraine  Martel  Kirkpatrick  Apartments,  Waynesville,  N.  C. 

Barbara  [.  McCormick  939  Signal  Road,  Signal  Mountain.  Tennessee 

Laura  McRary  Lakeshore  Drive 

Cameron  Meehan  38  Soco  Street 

Jeanne  Outlaw  16  Bearden  Avenue 

June  Parham  28  Hilltop  Road.  Biltmore  Forest 

Mary  Cornelia  Pegram  289  College  Street 

Pilar  Pereira  Vigia  251,  Havana,  Cuba 

Jane  Perry  176  Merrimon  Avenue 

Mary  Jean  Pinkston  273  South  French  Broad  Avenue 

Betty  Ann  Raymondo  375  Midland  Drive 

Mary  Tanice  Reeves  309  Summit  Street 

Elise  Rhyne  279  Murdock  Avenue 

Dorothy  L.  Ritchie  409  Charlotte  Street 

Penelope  Self  401  Charlotte  Street 

Malinda  Sigmon  132  Forest  Hill  Drive 

Roberta  Simmons  37  Westchester  Drive 

Betty  Sumner  Charlotte  Street  Ext. 

Mary  Rose  Todd  183  Flint  Street 

Mary  Elizabeth  Volkman  4504  Chesapeake  Street  N.  W.,  Washington.  D.  C. 

Barbara  Warren  5  Belmont  Avenue 

E.  Terrell  Weaver  Rt.  1,  Beaverdam  Road 

Peggy  Ann  Weddle  28  Blue  Ridge  Avenue 

Mary  Wilson  ,,  Route  2 

Joan  Witt  157  Academy  Street.  Canton,  N.  C. 

[essie  Wooten  37  Lincoln  Avenue 

Martha  Xidis  3220  West  Beach,  Gulfport,  Mississippi 

Kathryn  Young  39  Blue  Ridge  Avenue 
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1.  Here's  stairing  at  you.  2.  Aliens,  enfants!  3.  Some  stance,  Joan!  4.  Boarders  see  Dot's.  5.  Who 
encircled  Peggy?  Hyder!  6.  Trium-weary.  7.  Loco  intelligentsia.  8.  Flo  gently.  9.  Our  Lit  Cont 
roller.    10.  Friendship  on  the  rocks.    11.  Mary  Christmas.    12.  Chilly  South  Americans. 
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(Compliments 

SEVEN-UP  ASHEVILLE  COMPANY 
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MORGAN  BROTHERS,  INC. 

Wholesalers  -  Distributors 

CANDY  —  CIGARS  —  DRUGS  —  SUNDRIES 
PAPER  PRODUCTS  AND  SCHOOL  SUPPLIES 

Asheville,  N.  C.  67-71  Broadway 


CHAKALES    HOSIERY  CO. 


IN  THIS  AREA  ITS 
AlWAYf DAVEITEEL 


L.DAVE 
fTEEL 


TELEPHONE  2476 
A$HEVILLE*N*<* 


COMPANY 

I  NC  O  R  PO  RAT  E  D 
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Chas.  E.  Henderson,  Inc, 

"Your  Jeweler" 
"FINE  DIAMONDS  AND  SILVER" 
62  Haywood  St.               Phone  638 

Famous  for  Sizzling  Steaks 

GROSS  BROTHERS 
RESTAURANT 

5  N.  W.  Pack  Square 
Asheville,  North  Carolina 

Complete  Restaurant  Service 
at  Reasonable  Prices 

Biltmore  Hardware 
Company 

PAINTS,  FARM  TOOLS  AND 
GARDEN  SEEDS 

Phone  94                  Biltmore,  N.  C. 

CONGRATULATIONS, 
GRADUATES  ! 
.  .  .  and  our  warm  wishes  to  all  of 
you  at  St.  Genevieve's! 

DAIRY  FARMS 

Ralph  Bell  Jewelers 

Efird's  Department 
btore 

Moseley's    Shoe  Shop 

Asheville  Baking 
Company 

Winner's 
Sport  Shop 

20  Haywood  Street 
Phone  1871 
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GARDNER  SHOE 
HOSPITAL 

Telephone  4537         74  College  St. 
Asheville,  N.  C. 


"  At  the  Crossroads  of  Western  North  Carolina 

•ASHEVILLE-  J 

•  BOWLING    •    DINING    •      DANCING      •      FOUNTAIN  . 

RECREATION  CENTER 
Biltmore  Village 
A  Biltmore  Bus  Stop       Phone  2242 


ANGELO'S  PLACE 

GULFPORT,  MISSISSIPPI 
ON  THE  MISSISSIPPI  GULF  COAST 
"THE  RIVIERA  OF  AMERICA" 


THE  ASHEVILLE  CITIZEN 
THE  ASHEVILLE  TIMES 


JL/EDICATED  to  The  Upbuilding  of  Western  North  Carolina"  .  .  . 
and  working  every  day  to  see  that  Western  North  Carolinians  are  given 
prompt  and  comprehensive  coverage  of  local,  national  and  world  news. 


Engraving  Department 

Zinc  Line  Etchings,  Newspaper 
Halftones,  Fine  Screen  Copper 
Halftones,  Color  Plates,  Etc. 


Radio  Station  WWNC 

CBS  Affiliate— 570  on  Your  Dial. 
The  best  in  Entertainment,  News 
Broadcasts,  Drama. 
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Office  1 0  Walnut  St.    P.  O.  Box  1 5 1 1 

ROBERT  TUCKER 

REAL  ESTATE  INVESTMENTS 
Res.  Phone  5714             Office  1640 
Asheville,  N.  C. 

Pritchard  Paint  &  Glass  Company 

77  Patton  Ave. 
See  us  for  your  Art  Supplies 

ICE  SERVICE 
UN  v. 

Kenilworth 
Grocery 

J.  J.  NEWBERRY 

BURLESON'S 

(Compliments 

HARRY  GEBHARDT 

(43) 


Biltmore  Press 

97  PATTON  AVENUE  TELEPHONE  156 

Extends  Good  Wishes 

To  The  Faculty  Members 
And  Student  Body  of  

St.  Genevieve 

OF -THE -PINES 


OTTIS  GREEN  HARDWARE 


With  all  best  wishes  for  the  continued  success  of 
St.  Genevieve-of-the-Pines,  an  institution  of  which  we  are  justly  proud. 

CITY  OF  ASHEVILLE 
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A  FRIEND 


C^ompdmenti  of 

Smoky  Mountain  Trailways 


THE   OYSTER  BAR 

IAV2  PACK  SQUARE 
ASHEVILLE,  N.  C. 
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Newest  Fiction  and  Non-Fiction 
Rented  —  No  Deposit 

The  Villncrp  T.ihrnrv 

Goode's  Drug  Store 
Telephone  2968-J      Asheville,  N.  C. 

Hayes  &  Lunsford  Electric  Shop 

Phones  5621-4501,  Night  Phone  7194 
28-30  Commerce  St.     P.  O.  Box  754 
Asheville,  N.  C. 

11NGLLS  CAFE 

M  &  M  TIRE  SHOP 

Asheville's  Oldest  Tire  Retreaders 

J.  D.  Mashburn,  Owner 
1 1  Southside  Ave.            Phone  29 
Asheville,  N.  C. 

TTT  TT  /^TTITTnT  T^l        T  TV  T  S~*A 

W ACHTEL  S  INC. 

CAROLINA  COAL  & 
ICE  CO. 

FAIN'S  THRIFT 
STORE 

J_i J_>iiv_y    LJ  L\  \J  O    O  1  v_yili_i 

HILL'S  MARKET 

Tnc*  Hi^n  i        c\k  (Ji  i  ^  li  t"\7"  ^TiH  SsOTTri  r^o 
lilt?  iiULiot?  kjl       u.a.11 1 y  ciiiij.  uci  vilc 

Phone  5461-5462        129  College  St. 
Asheville,  N.  C. 

Compliments  of 

Berryman  Funeral 
Home 

138  Charlotte          Phone  65  or  354 

H  /r  TT  TT|rt       1\  IP  7T  T%  T7THTI 

MAYS  MARKET 

FLOOR  COVERING 
CO. 

Compliments 

Community  Coal  and 
Lumber  Company 

Phone  871 

Durham  Food  Store 

"Quality  Foods  at  Lowest  Prices" 
443  Biltmore  Ave.     Asheville,  N.  C. 

134  Coxe  Ave.                Phone  347 
McCONNELL  TIRE  COMPANY 

jn.  o.  ivn_wUiiiit?ii 

Recapping  —  Full  Circle  Retreading 
Vulcanizing 

Eleanor  Elizabeth 
Candy  Shop 
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A  FRIEND 

B.  A.  CULBERSON 

"Portraits  of  Distinction" 

ROBINSON  FLOWER 

BON  MARCHE 

SHOP 

A  FRIEND 
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^aivit  Cjevievieve  -a^~  tke  -  JPme6 


JUNIOR  COLLEGE 

ACADEMY 

GRAMMAR  SCHOOL 


....  Which  can  say  more 
Than  this  rich  praise,  -  -  -  that  you  alone  are  you  ? 

— Shakespeare 


PRINTED  BY  THE  MILLER  PRINTING  COMPANY  —  ASHEVILLE 


1.  Peggy  Hyder:  What's  up,  Doc?  ...  2.  Pen  Self:  What's  Trumps?  .  .  . 
3.  Jane  Perry:  You  great,  big  ha-un-some  man!  ...  4.  Frances  Hahn: 
FIFTY  words,  mind  you  ...  5.  Maria  Correa:  Nooooo,  Chica  ...  6.  Terry 
Weaver:  Oh,  I've  lost  my  music  ...  7.  Vivian  Jones:  I'm  a-gonna  get  me 
a  new  shorthand  pad  someday  ...  8.  Billie  Ingle:  Done  your  shorthand? 
.  .  .  9.  Mary  Reeves:  Hey,  honey  ...  10.  Helen  Hampton:  To  the  Elk's 
Club  dance! 


V 

1 

W 

11.  Marjorie  Heitman:  What's  our  Religion  homework?  ...  12.  Mildred 
Felder:  Oh  dear!  .  .  .  13.  Betty  Ann  Raymondo:  Oh,  what's  a  little 
fender?  ...  14.  Dot  Kilpatrick:  There's  a  draft  in  here  ...  15.  Lolly 
McRary:  Call-falling,  mell-fee?  ...  16.  Mary  Wilson:  III  help  .  .  . 
17.  Jessie  Wooten:  Rev.  Mother,  members  of  the  faculty  ...  18.  Joan 
Witt:  Umbriago!  ...  19.  Martha  Xidis:  Besame  Mucho,  la,  la  .  .  .  20.  Sally 
Davis:  You  don't  say  so!  .  .  .  21.  Florence  Craig:  I'm  NOT  blushing  .  .  . 
22.  Carolyn  Barker:  All  right.  EIGHT  spades!  .  .  .  23.  Geraldine  Carter: 
Gooda  by-by!  ...  24.  Barbara  Warren:  You  dear  girl!  ...  25.  Betty 
Hipps:  El  they,  Bertha. 


